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"Yes/'
"If you like, I will give you one* She is my daughter/'
"Is she young?"
"Yes/'
"Is she healthy?"
"Yes/'
"Good, Find her for me/'
The woman went out of the hut* A quarter of an hour later,
while a meal of wild bananas, shrimps and fish was being
prepared, she returned followed by a big girl holding a little
package in her hand* Through her very transparent pink cotton
dress Gauguin could see the golden skin of her shoulders and
her arms. Her breasts pointed vigorously from her chest. She
did not belong to the usual type, for she was a Tongan. Her
hair grew like a young sturdy bush, slightly frizzled In the
sunlight it seemed to have a glint of deep yellow* Her name
was Tehura.
When she had sat down opposite him, Gauguin asked her
several questions.
"You are not frightened of me?"
"Aita" (No.)
"Do you want to live with me in my hut for always?"
"Ik" (Yes.)
"You have never been ill?'
"Aita."
His heart was beating rapidly as the young girl, apparently
unmoved, arranged food on the ground in front of him on a
large banana leaf. He ate hungrily, but he felt almost intimi-
dated by the presence of this child of about thirteen. He
wished he could have known what was passing in her head* He
felt so old for her, and he hesitated for a moment, wondering
whether she had been forced to agree to accompany him by her
mother against her will* But he saw clearly enough in her those
signs of independence and pride that are the chief character-
istics of her race. Gauguin felt reassured by her serene
expression. But the mocking line of her mouth, that was